Mustek of the Jeers 
by: William Egbert 



"I'm going ahead with the production; Eric said on the phone. 

"What production?" I knew already, but it was important to keep up appearances, or so my 
psychiatrist said. 

"Munchhausen, Letterpress and Stationary: The Musical This— this William — this is how I will get 
my job back. I'm going to make Buttmunch seem like a god." 

"Oh, yes, the old chestnut.' 1 1 watched the hairs on the back of my hand writhe into black 
tendrils, flagellating the narcotic fumes as they wafted into the downdraft of the fan. 

The dread that Eric would ask me to collaborate was palpable. The idea had developed over 
some months, when Eric and I worked in neighboring cubicles in the dreary MLS accounting 
office. Amid the endless tedium, we would often joke about office politics, the stupidity of our 
co-workers, and occasionally such mundane tangents as anarchism and black magic. At some 
point, in this cauldron of misanthropy, one of us suggested, sardonically, that we should make 
a musical to enshrine the small glories of working in the specialty goods arm of Munchhausen 
Consolidated Paper Co. 

"It will be just like our lives, except with slightly less singing and dancing; I quipped. 

"I can see it: anthropomorphic vegetables doing the foxtrot in the cafeteria," Eric said. 

We laughed, and the MLS musical became a running joke between us, referenced 
conspiratorial ly in the hall by the water cooler. Eventually it spread and briefly became an office 
sensation, with dregs from as far off as the public relations office stopping us to ask how the script 
was coming along. I would joke that we were in talks with some high profile Broadway directors, and 
that the production would be more elaborate and costly than Turn Out the Dark, but inevitably it was 
all forgotten, except by Eric and myself, and we returned to the weird nonpersons at the end of 
the room. Even long after the humor had died and the concept had played out, Eric and I would 
drop references at little things: "That's going in the musical." "Just imagine this on stage!" 

Eventually the main office discovered the lascivious secret behind my compulsive hand washing 
and I was forced to resign under a dark cloud of rumor and suspicion. Eric and I stayed in touch, 
even after I moved to Florida to pursue my opium addiction while taking a new career in trafficking 
Cubans to Mexico. Eric stayed with the company, even receiving a much deserved promotion 
now that he was free of my distractions. In the absence of my negativity, he even seemed to 
grow fond of his position, enjoying the job security, the lack of responsibility that comes with 
utter unimportance. So, when he was fired, it was only natural that Eric would resort to chaos 
magic and harebrained schemes in the hopes of returning to work. 



"I've already written the score," Eric said, his madness oozing through the phone line, "it's 
based on sacred geometric configurations I decoded from the Tibetan Book of the Dead. The 
audience—their very souls!— will meld with the Zeitgeist of Munchhausen!" 

"This sounds like a sane and rational course of action," I said, taking another drag of opium 
vapor from my modified e-cig. "I am certain you will find a great deal of outside interest in your 
endeavor and are not inviting trademark lawsuits at all" 

"Oh, but it could work! Have you ever heard of an industrial musical'?" I admitted I had not, 
"It's team building bullshit that companies do. They hire people to stage custom productions 
specifically tailored to promote "company culture." I discuss it with Roy from PR at lunch all the time.' 1 

"Is this like when Patrick thought he was traveling through dimensions because the CIA was 
after him?" I said. 

"Yes! This is a big deal just like that! I've been thinking about the way they deified old man 
Munchhausen. There's a lot of gnosis around him, like they were really trying to raise the man to 
the level of a god, I can harness that to make a kickass inspirational play— I know it!" 

"Yes, they worshiped Buttmunch," ! said, and becoming more pensive, added, "by elevating 
the man to a god, you drag the gods closer to man." 

"Exactly! My whole employment at MLS has been one big ritual chamber fuck-fest! My chaos 
brain is in overdrive! I'm going to end the script with a supernova over the bay!" 

Something about Eric s last statement stirred an unpleasant conflagration in me. I took another 
drag, choked on the poppy smoke, and let the phone drop to the floor. There was a thud from 
somewhere nearby. The air conditioning was breathing effluvial gusts on my face and neck. In 
the orange glow of the streetlight, a desiccated bush became the needled maw of a black and 
sinister creature. "Bethany...." I whispered the name of someone I didn't know at the lengthening 
shadows. As if in reply, a mestizo family burst into violent argument in the apartment above me. 

'It's a bad trip, man, " I said to Eric, who I thought might still be on the phone by the leg of couch. 
I thought, in this torrent of badfeels, if I murmured strongly enough, if I put enough force 
behind my words, they would penetrate the vinyl chair arm and we would be able to carry on 
conversation as if nothing was amiss. But the badfeels became worsefeels and I was suddenly 
on the floor. The coolness and flatness of the world was soothing, or so I thought. It wouldn't 
settle my stomach, however. It came up like the elephant in the room by an impolite guest. 

Perhaps a dance, I thought, hoping to regain some primordial control of my universe. I moved 
my left arm along the floor, under the table, beside my head, then back again. I gyrated my right 
arm in synch with my left, careful to avoid the vomit puddle. My legs twitched and flailed. 
"This is the Dance of Miracles;' I told the empty phone that once was Eric, "this is the dance that will 
take me home." 

My legs found their way under the couch and finding comfort there, told the rest of my body 
about this secret cove. Soon, the whole of it was under there, nestled as I do when I am 
presented with wombly security. I bit my knuckles and, as the sunlight licked the windowpane, 
fell asleep. 
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From Intrusion! 



"MOST OF THESE COME FROM A CONSERVATIVE LITTLE GROUP ON LIVE JOURNAL CALLED ASK ME ANY THING. 
THEY WERE NOT VERY HAPPY ABOUT MY EXISTENCE SO ILL QUOTE THEM AS ANON... RUT FEEL FREE TO 
JOIN THEIR GROUP ANO HAVE SOME FUN"-€EPH_APGO 



" I DOT HAVE ANY THOUGHTS ON HELL AS I DONT THINK IT'S A THING . 
I GIVE IT ABOUT AS MUCH THOUGHT AS I DO ASGARDt ACTUALLY I PROBABLY GIVE 
ASGARD MORE THOUGHT BECAUSE AVENGERS) \Bi PLAYS NO ROLE IN MY LIFE OR THOUGHTS. 
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-PENELOPE SLIFER 

gjj. 1 BELIEVE HELL" IS PHYSICALLY OCCURING. 

§||^ JN THE REALM.' - ANON 

BP "KARMKJ DEBT WILL FOLLOW UL - LUNA 



"DONT FEED THE BEARS'- JAMEY CORNER 




1 REALLY DO NOT THNK ANYONE CAN PROVE OR DISPROVE THAT HELL 
EXISTS' SOME RELIGIONS BELIEVE IN IT OTHERS DO NOT- ANON 



"OH AND I DON'T WANT TO BE QOUTED."- JACK WANTANABE 



THANKS YOU WONT BET-CEPHJiPOD 



1 USED TO HAVE LUCID DREAMING ANO ASTRAL PROJECTION EXPERIENCES 
SOME YEARS AGO. I HAVE BEEN TO HELL SEVERAL TIMES. AND WRITTEN OF THE 
EXPERIENCE SO I WOULD SAY HELL IS DEFINITELY REAL. HOWEVER. I BELIEVE 
WE CREATE OUR OWN SURROUNDINGS THERE AND CAN GO TO A MORE PLEASANT 
ENVIRONMENT F WE HAVE A CHANGE IN CONSCIOUSNESS."- TARA FLOWER 



"SO WHAT ABOUT MAGIC?. HnUGHTS?"-CEPHLAPOO 



UMM..NOPE. TORE ARE PEOPLE WHO ARE SKILLED AT TRICKERY ILLUSIONS ECT. 
BUT AS FOR SUPERNATURAL MAKING THINGS HAPPEN THAT BREAK EVERY SCIENTIFIC LAW 
WE HAVE. DEFINITELY NOT."- PENELOPE SLIFER 



"SCIENCE SEEKS TO BREAK SCIENTIFIC LAWS ...BUT I GET YOUR POINT... TO ME Tit 
SUPERNATURAL DOESNT ALWAYS HAVE TO COLLIDE WITH SCIENCE. 
SOMETIMES THEY JUST LOOK AT EACH OTHER FUNNY.--CEPHLAPOD 



1 DONT THNK YOU UNDERSTAND WHAT SCIENCE IS,'- PENELOPE SLIFER 



1 THINK I "DONT KNOW" BUT I THINK WERE HERE TO LEARN NOW THOSE 
QUESTIONS OF THE SPIRIT"- STEVl MARTIN 
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-Artist Stefan j 



Simmons 



Contact: stephanjsimmons@hotmail.coni 
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ARTIST: JOHN PARKER 
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